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This evening is different 


Author's Notes: 
Many thanks to my wonderful beta and \"Stimmungsbarometer\' Elenna who encouraged me to share my 


story online. Also thank you for correcting my writing so patiently :) 


And thank you to DeadWidow for putting the final touches on this story! <3 


This evening seems different from usual. 


We are in the living room, which lately lately has become the center of interest in our house because 


everything keeps focusing around the new couch. Some advantages have come along with it. 


First of all, there are, without ever being spoken out loud, rules concerning the use of the couch. During the 
day, it belongs to Slash and Steven. Duff spends the night on it because the couch is big enough for him to 
sleep comfortably on it. And in the evening, at least when we are watching TV, it belongs to Axl and me. He 
would probably be quite angry if he ever heard that the couch is reserved for us because he is always 


putting on quite a show before he makes it to my side on said couch. 


It really is a bit silly, but | feel relieved that everybody accepts the drama with humor and without saying 
anything. He would probably freak out if they did He cant stand being emotionally vulnerable at all, and | 


assume he'd see this joining-me-on-the-couch as a confession of weakness. 


So right now, | am lying on the couch. In front of me, a clunky table holding the TV; the very thing | try to 
concentrate on. | try not to let it show that Axl's pointless pacing up and down with yet another cigarette 
attracts my attention. After standing indecisively in the doorframe for a while, he sits down on the edge of 
the sofa at last. He tells Slash a few heroic stories from his time in Lafayette, acting as if the testosterone 
was about to ooze out of his ears any moment, but eventually he pipes down, pushes his butt into the back of 


the couch and stretches his legs over mine. 


| know it won't take long ‘till he lies down next to me, provided that the others keep calm. If he gets involved in 


a conversation, it could take a little longer. But it seems everyone is fed up with his stories. 


Steven is sitting cross-legged on the ground while Slash, who looks a bit worn-out by Axl's flood of words, had 
gotten comfortable with some sheets on the floor. Duff is sitting in an armchair, | have - much to my 


surprise - never seen before. 


Axl is acting more and more reserved. Whenever the screen lights up, | can tell by his face that he's slowly 
calming down. | feel a bit guilty, as if | were a spider, crouching in its web, waiting for its victim. But | have 
learned that it doesn't work otherwise. | like it a lot when he lies next to me and therefore | play by his rules. 


| am glad it’s dark in the room so | can shoot Axl glances every now and then without him noticing. But he 
probably notices all the same because | can see whenever he looks at me. | almost have to bite back a grin. He 


clears his throat. He always does that before making his move. 
And he does make his move. 


| already raise my right arm before Axl even lies by my side, never averting my gaze from the TV. He 
stretches next to me, his back pushed against the back of the couch and his head resting on my chest. | put 
my arm around him and keep on watching TV. After a while, he puts his right arm around my waist. Nobody 


looks over and | can feel Axl's body slowly relaxing. 


On a really "brave" evening, | play with Axl's hair. But | only dare to do so when he's in a good mood so | don't 


risk getting my head bitten off. 


| run two of my fingers carefully along his jaw-line up to his earlobe. He slightly lifts his head and grins. | smile 


back and mean it sincerely. 


The horror movie is boring. We have seen too many of those recently. Steven and Duff try to guess what is 
going to happen next and indeed are often right. Slash looks like he has fallen asleep. 


The blondes in the movie act so stupid that | have to laugh, and it’s only now that | realize that Axl is 
astonishingly quiet. And then | feel his erection pushing against my leg. He is wearing only a long shirt and 
spandex pants and it's getting harder for me to breathe. The hand lying on my hipbone fiddles around with my 


jeans pocket. He must have realized that | am aroused by now. 


Now would be the perfect moment to ask him if we wants to go upstairs, but something seems different 


tonight and instead | ask him: "Are you cold, too?" 
His quizzical expression changes into a dirty grin fast enough. 


We wriggle around until we manage to wrap the blanket we're lying on around us so we are both covered from 


the waist down. We wait a few minutes for decency's sake. 


Then | feel Axl place his hand on my crotch. Immediately, he starts to move his index finger up and down and | 


have to hold back a groan because it feels really damn good. 


Next to us, Steven and Duff are still talking and | see that Slash is definitely asleep. Axl seems to realize that, 
too, because he starts to open the zipper and button of my jeans in slow motion. | am not wearing any 
underwear and Axl eventually manages to push my jeans aside far enough to allow him to stroke my hard cock 


with his fingers. 


| have to bite my bottom lip and press my mouth against Axl's forehead. He looks up at me with amused eyes 
and then kisses me tenderly. We have made out in front of the others before, but always kept it to innocent 
kissing, sometimes with a little tongue. We only kiss long and deep when we are alone, usually. This evening 


seems different from usual. 


| am already so aroused that | support Axl's head with my hand while we kiss in order to feel his lips on mine 
longer. | continue to softly lick his mouth, over and over again. Axl closes his eyes and exhales audibly. His lips 
are slightly chapped which turns me on even more. While we kiss, his fingers keep moving faster up and down 
my cock, and | push my tongue deep into his mouth. He moans quietly into the kiss and | turn a little towards 
the back of the couch. That way, | can push Axl further into the edge and only my back is visible. Axl doesn't 


seem to mind. 


He puts his arms around me and his hands play with my hair while we kiss as quietly as possible without 
choking. The kisses get longer and more messy and | press my hard cock against Axl’s thigh. He frees it from 
the confinement of my trousers, trying not to attract any attention, and moves his hand up and down, applying 


slight pressure. 


| am so focused on Axl's hand, | dont care about the fact that we are not alone in the room anymore. The 
others surely aren't stupid but | don't think it would occur to them that Axl's giving me a hand job under the 
blanket. | sigh quietly into his mouth, torturous agitation slowly spreading in my belly. | can barely lie still. Axl 
is moving his hand painfully slowly. 


| am very grateful the actors in the movie are dying quite noisily because the sounds | make would betray me 


for sure, were they could hear me. 


| press my face against Axl's shoulder and whisper softly into his ear: "lm gonna come soon if you go on like 


that: 


| hear Steven and Duff laugh in the background. For a moment, | think they are laughing at us, but then they 


continue to discuss the movie. 


"Come into my hand," Axl whispers softly into my ear, breathing heavily, and these words echo in my mind 

while he continues to move his hand up and down my shaft. | hide my face in his neck and moan gently against 
it while my lower body is moving in a steady rhythm against his hand. | lick his neck and gently suck on it while 
he he uses his free hand to run his fingers through my hair. | am on the verge of coming, but every now and 


then, | hear Steven laugh out loud about the movie. 


Axl seems to notice that something is distracting me. He turns his face towards me and whispers against my 


lips: "| wanna feel you come." He strokes his thumb in lazy moves over the wet tip of my cock 


| reach orgasm so suddenly | can't hold back a moan Axl presses his mouth against mine quickly. I'm jerkily 


spurting into his hand, my lower body pushing against his hand over and over again. 


Ever so slowly, my movements get lazier and my climax takes a surprisingly long time to finally recede. | feel 
totally dizzy and | only manage to open my eyes with great reluctance. My belly relaxes. | kiss Axl's lips, then 


his neck, and | can feel his wild pulse. 


My face feels hot. My legs hurt from the cramped position. With glowing cheeks and a satisfied smile, | look 
into Axl's face. He smiles back at me and shrugs, actually wiping my sperm off on my pants. Little fucker. He 
uses his clean hand to pull me into a kiss. Then he demandingly presses his hard dick against me. | put on my 
best poker face and turn in the direction of the others as stealthy as possible. It's hard to say whether 
anyone noticed anything. apparently not. 


| put my arms around Axl, roll onto my back again and pull him between my legs. Axl looks at me with a 


terrified expression on his face, his eyes swiftly darting to the others. 
| turn his face towards mine, place a gentle kiss on his lips and whisper softly against them: "No one cares." 


He looks at me seriously for a moment and his nod comes only hesitantly. But then he softly kisses my lips 
and exhales quietly. He is the one who is deepening the kiss and | can feel how much he enjoys it, as he is 
pushing his crotch against mine. | put my hands back under the blanket and slowly, teasingly pull his spandex 
below his butt. | lift the waistband to free his cock 


The screen flickers and | can see Axl's eyes looking at me sleepily. | start to caress his naked ass. He looks 


incredibly sexy when he is aroused and that’s exactly what | whisper quietly into his ear. Immediately, | feel his 


cock twitch against mine. He kisses me again and moves up and down against my body indistinguishably. | can 
feel the muscles of his ass tense under my hands. He spreads his legs a bit, making his pants slip somewhat 
higher again. He looks at me with frustration written all over his face and | can feel the mood's gonna change 


all too soon if | don't do something. 


Very slowly, | pull his spandex pants as far down as my position allows it and spread my legs further so Axl 
can comfortably lie between them. He opens his mouth a bit and looks at me with feverish eyes. | lay my 
hands back onto his butt and press his crotch harder against mine. Axl props his feet against the couch and 


moves his crotch up and down in small movements. | know it won't take long until he reaches his climax. 


He places his hands next to my head and | put mine around his neck so the others won't be able to see much. 


| feel his hot breath on my face. 


| open my mouth a bit and gently lick his lips. He moans quietly and licks the tip of my tongue. We kiss long and 
lazily and after a while, he rests his head against my shoulder, his face pressed against my neck. 


"l'm gonna come soon," he moans into my ear in a rush of air. | can hardly understand him because his mouth 


is so close to my ear. His warm, wet lips feel so good. 


| nudge his hip with my right hand to let him know that i want him to lift his lower body. He hesitates a 
moment, but then complies and | can place my hand under his body. His hard cock is lying on the palm of my 
outstretched hand now. 


IFs a bit uncomfortable with my palm up, but | absolutely want to feel his sperm when he comes. His 
movements are getting more and more obvious and | hold his ass down as much as possible to avoid anyone 


noticing something. That way, Axl's cock gets pressed against my hand even harder. 


Suddenly Duff and Steven get up and head for the kitchen. Axl looks at me with wild eyes. He lifts his hips and 


| take a firm hold of his cock, making him move up and down hastily. 
"Oh god, yes," he gasps. He looks intently at me with his mouth open | hold him even tighter against me. 


| want you," | whisper softly and he moans with a desperate expression on his face. He frantically thrusts his 


cock into my hand. He presses his lips onto mine and opens his mouth in a silent scream. He bites me lightly. 
A soft gasp against my lips and | can feel his sperm spurting hot against my hand and my wrist. He presses 
his head against my chest and twitches in my arms, bucking into my hand a few more times before the soft 


unhs against my collarbone subside and we both lie completely still. 


We are totally sweaty and it is awfully hot under the blanket. | slowly pull my hand away from under him and 


wipe it on the covers. Axl doesn't move at all, and | can feel his heartbeat slowly returning to normal. 


| look around as secretively as possible. It seems impossible to me that nobody noticed anything. 


Slash is still asleep and Duff and Steven are sitting back down wordlessly, beers in their hands and their eyes 
glued to the TV. I have no clue if they saw anything. And right now, | dont care. | close my eyes and adapt my 
breathing to Axl's, which is calming down. 


Even if they noticed anything. Tonight, | dont care. This evening is different from usual. 


